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After the Charge. 
Painted by Gean Sraith. 
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MERICAN art was never so far 
advanced as it is to-day. It 
still lacks the distinction of a 
great national individuality, but it is 
rich with promise, and has won the 
respect, and gained the high anticipa- 
tion, of the whole world. And yet, 
while lacking a strong national char- 
acter, it is not without a number of in- 
dividual artists whose superb attain- 
ments place them among the very 
foremost of the living painters. Whis- 
tler and Sargent are two names even 
more appreciated and admired abroad 
than at home. And there are a few 
others only a little less renowned. 
What we need here is an audience 
for art. Everybody with eyes and a 


brain should put himself through a 
course of sprouts, and study seriously 
to build up within himself that under- 
standing of art that is so pitifully lack- 
ing in our American people. We may 
have enough material in our schools, 
and liberty and natural resources to 
justify a very loud and nasal brag, but 
when it comes to skill in distinguish- 
ing a masterpiece from a chromo, the 
usual Yankee must modestly retire to 
a back seat. He knows as little about 
art as a farmer does about the botany, 
the geology, and the complex beauties 
of his own pastures. 

Art-appreciation, like art-creation, is 
a slow evolution. It must eventually 
come to America in a high degree. 
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Tne City Home, a Portrait, 


Painted by Thomas W, Weed 





Our people are too keen, too subtile, cent Autumn Exhibition,” It was the 
too cosmopolitan, too well endowed — fourteenth of the annial fall shows, and, 
with the sense of the ridiculous, and this year, deserved its name on the 
an appreciation of the values of sincer-  /ucus a non lucendo principle ; for it was 


ity, courage, and 
independence, to 
fail of becoming a 
race of great art- 
critics. But the 
time, alas, is not 
here! Hence these 





The especial 
cause of this out- 
burst of regret is 
the. last ‘exhibition 
of the National 
Academy, Now the 
Academy is so ven- 
erable, ‘so repre- 
sentative of the 
historical and the 
earnest side of 
American art that 
its exhibitions are 
big with omen. One 
looks, then, with 
something like 
alarm on the re- 





called an Autumn 
Exhibition, though 
it opened’on De- 
cember 23d, the 
time it formerly 
closed. The exhi- 
bition of Portraits 
for Charity’s dear 
sake was to blame 
for this. 

‘The most impor- 
tant death among 
the Academicians 
the last year was 
that of the distin- 
guished Thomas 
Hovenden, whose 
masterpiece. was 
his death, for he 
died saving a 
child's life. Other 
Academicians de- 
ceased this year 

An Imp of a Boy. were M. F. H. De 
Faint by Leste Cauttneth Haas, Henry A. 
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Loop, and Alexander H. Ritchie. Be- 
sides the few artists elected associates, 
only Louis Moeller and Harry W, Wa- 
trous have been added to the list of 
full-fledged Academicians and given 
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As it is, the show has been extremely 
disappointing, almost discouraging, to 
everybody. Furthermore, it is very 
small ; the corridor-walls were not hung 
with pictures at all, but with decora- 


Confidence. 


Painted by V. G, Stiepevich, 


the glory of polishing off their names 
with a glittering “N. A." 

It is a pity that the unusual delay 
in opening this exhibition should not 
have led most of the painters repre- 
sented to devoting the extra time to 
the improvement of the works offered. 


tions, rugs, and tapestries. About nine 
hundred pictures were submitted to 
the Committee on Selections. Out of 
these three hundred and fourteen were 
granted the honor of a hanging. 
Something must have got into the 
artists this year, The summer was 


228 THE NATIONAL ACADEMY. 


mild and the au- 
tumn lingering and 
suave. The sea- 
son offered every 
advantage to un- 
fretted fancy. It 
must have been the 
panic that be- 
fogged the eyes of 
their fancy and 
stiffened “the 
pregnant hinges ” 
of their fingers. 
Hard times bring 
a quiet disturbance 
and a slow reassur- 
ance in the art- 
world. The first 
of the luxuries to 
be cut off, and the 
last to be resumed, 
is the maker of pic- 
tures and the moul- 
der of statuary. 
These have been 
grievous years for 
the artists, and the awakening in the 
world of commerce has not yet dawned 
away their night. 

To add to the poverty of the exhi- 
bition, many of the most prominent 
members were not represented at all. 
One looked in vain for a trace of the 
familiar skill of Robert Blum, William 
M. Chase, F. S. Church, T. W. Dewing, 
R. Swain Gifford, Winslow Homer, 





Very Sweet. 
Painted by Maria Brooks, 


John Lafarge, Will 
H. Low, George W. 
Maynard, Walter 
Shirlaw, Irving R. 
Wiles, or William 
L. Picknell. Even 
those of the better 
known artists that 
did exhibit rarely 
did themselves any 
justice, and in some 
cases did work of 
amateurishcrudity. 
Tam especially fond 
of Robert C. Mi- 
nor’s soothing, 
mysterious twi- 
lights, but his four 
pictures hung here 
were all languid 
imitations fre- 
quently done with 
a technique that is 
nothing so much 
as woolly. Some of 
the older Acade- 
micians contributed works that would 
have done small credit to a chromo- 
splasher. 

‘Thomas Moran contributes a picture 
of “June” that has no special merit. 
Henry Mosler, an associate elect, has 
done ‘some very strong work and has 
come home from Paris full of hon- 
or. He exhibited here two paintin 
both uninteresting and both apparent: 











Morning after @ Stormy Night 
Painted by A. T. Bricher. 





THE NATIONAL ACADEMY. 


ly put on the canvas with inexcusable 
haste. 

J. Wells Champney, A.N.A., did him- 
self scant justice in a pastel, “The 
Antiquary’s Daught It represents 
a quaintly pretty girl in a dull gown 
standing idly in a curiosity shop. It 
is really a study in still-life, and the im- 
plements of all sorts are treated with 
considerable detail. 
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much needed relief from the multitude 
of eye-sores, Bruce Crane’s “ Winter” 
is a noble thing—a bleak spread of 
snow, a most original sheet of sky, « 

a delicate violet glow that mello: 
all into poetry. Louis Paul Des 
“ Across the Dunes” is full of the even- 
ing spirit of Millet's “ L’Angelus.” A 
duil sun hangs in the cold sky, anda 
young mother and a toddling child 









Noontime. 
Painted by Matilda Browne. 


Charles Warren Eaton sent three 
pictures, one of them, “ Winter,” a frail 
attempt at a four de force, the other 
two good, especially “ The Close of an 
October Day,” which was weirdly sug- 
gestive of incantation and witchery. 
Excellent work was shown by Daniel 
Kotz, David Ericson, Gilbert Gaul, C. 
M. Mcllhenney, Letitia B. Hart, Mary 
T. Hart, J. Francis Murphy, Francis C. 
Jones, Herman Hartwick, F. C. Gott- 
wald, and Charles Caryl Coleman. 

Besides these there were a golden 
few that brought genuine delight and 


move through the haze in the spell of 
the coming night. Edith Mitchell 
Prellwitz, who took a prize last year, 
exhibited a “ Child in White ” that is de- 
lightful with childhood, and is handled 
with a velvety technique. Otto Stark's 
“ Behind the Curtain ” shows the bril- 
liance of impressionism, and represents 
a child seen through a mist of lace. 
FE. S. Hamilton displayed his marked 
individuality of sombre depth and mys- 
ticism in two valuable works. Herbert 
Denman is superb in his “ Meadow 
Pools,” and Francis Day’s “ Indian 
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The Cockade. 
Painted by J. G Rertis. 


Summer” 
sic 


is as rich as peaceful mu- 


Among the other wor 
City Home, a Portrai 
dent of the Academy, 
Wood. It isa study in his 
style, with 
usual minute detail. It is strange to 
sce J. G. Brown forsaking the boot- 
blacks and the side-streets for the sea, 
But though he deserves all praise for 
discovering and dealing in so pictu- 
resque a feature of our every-day sur- 
roundings, he has only rarely got be- 
yond the exterior of the street-arab. 
His rags and patches are alw cor- 
rect, but the real character of these 
little gutter-rats he very rarely gets. 
His picture, “ By the Sea,” represents 
a fair young girl sitting on a cliff over- 
looking a sea faint with mists. She is 
drowned in idle revery. The spirit 
and peace of the conception are excel- 
lent and there is no little grace in the 
execution, 


res The 






well-marked 
his usual realism and his 














In much the same mood is William 
Morgan's “It Might Have Been.” A 
colonial girl pauses in her spinning, 
absorbed in the dreams of the things 
that have not come to pass. She isa 
handsome girl, and the artist has well 
caught the intense expression of a look 
into the far-away. The 
less clear and warm th 
painter's “ Bubbles,” a success 
year. Also colonial is J. L. 
“The Cockade," an interesting bit ‘of 
genre. The soldier has stopped to chat 
with a flirtatious girl, who is teasing 
him with a red cockade. The boyish 
deviltry that J. G. Brown usually misses 
is present toa high degree in Leslie G. 
Cauldwell's “ An Imp of a Boy.” The 
rather muddy, dauby handling is re- 
deemed by the brimming mischief of 
the typical enfant terrille. Full of ex- 
cellent humor, too, is Harry Roseland’s 
“A Penny Short.” The negro world 
should furnish painters of gewre with no 
end of inspiration, This excellently 



















232 


drawn and unctuously characterized 
painting is a good introduction to the 
field. 

The girl of to-day is a charming sub- 
ject for a painter's fancy. V.G. Stiepe- 
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name for her painting, “ Very Sweet,” 
but she has made a commendable effort 
after strong contrasts in the girl's 
brave black hat, black gloves, ribbons 
and sash, and her white gown, ‘The 





By the Sea. 
Painted by J. G. Brown, 


vich has chosen two interesting figures 
in a quiet exchange of secrets. The 
quizzical expression on the face of the 
listener is most delightfully caught. 
The drawing is good and free, and the 
brush-work smooth and rich. Miss 
Maria Brooks has chosen a wretched 


skin tints and the few other colors used 
are of a cool tone. 

War has furnished Gean Smith with 
a subject permitting considerable action 
and vigor in the riderless horses dash- 
ing full at the beholder, “ After the 
Charge.” It is to be noted, however, 


bigtzea ty Google 


THE NATIONAL ACADEMY. 


that the bodies and legs of all the 
horses are in practically the same posi- 
tion, except the falling animal, who is 
not handled as well as might be. The 
background of the picture is its most 
suggestive feature, with the smoke of 
battle and the frightened figures loom- 
ing out into view. Claude Raquet 
Hirst’s “Signs of Spring” is a bit of 
still-life whose crude coloring is largely 
atoned for by the well-selected subject 
and. its unusual unity. Two note- 
worthy landscapesare H. Bolton Jones's 
“A Late October Afternoon,” which 
represents the bleak side of autumn, 
with barren trees, chilly stream, cold 
sky, and general desolateness ; and A. 
F. Bricher’s “ Morning After a Stormy 
Night, Island of Monhegan,” a sea- 
view, in which the middle distance is 
still ominous with storm and the hori- 
zon is darkling, while great waves break 
on the rough coast. The sky is poorly 
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done, but the pellucid green of the 
breakers is delightful. 

Impressionism is pushing its way 
past the formerly frantic opposition of 
the Academicians, and several good ex- 
amples of its moderate use were nota- 
ble on the walls. A strange hybrid is 
Henry Poore's “In Arcadia.” He has 
kept the rigid outlines of academical 
drawing and blotched them over with 
impressionistic colors. The effect is 
most curious. 

An important feature of the exhi- 
bition was the display of three paintings 
by our great master, the late George 
Inness. Though hardly showing him 
at his best, they form a striking con- 
trast with most of the work shown. 
Inness was always en rapport with nat- 
ure, always pat in something besides 
mere topographical outlines, and always 
had something to say, which is an un- 
usual thing among landscapists. 

, Rupert Hughes. 








Winter. 
Painted by Bruce Crane. 


Googie 
fal 


